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LXXXVH-A
All language turns into a chant and song, And gestures reflex'd sign the signs away, Ambling legs describe the corridors and play Up the worshipping floral passion strong Outtiming time by strides before long; And a sleeping hour as a longer stay At thy feet foam prostrating night and day And whatever 'amuses right or wrong Alters itself, into, act of praise Of your main frame and my prime concern For what else could lift this low me and raise To import words into the word I learn Till yon hanging moon and her cusp'd base Blaze my prying into an amort turn!?
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Thine ear sports a discus, a wheeling ring! And then glows my venom blush'd in blue! What a perfect polar moon to view? Your lovely left fends my Right cowering Its imblued half-gifted dark glistening Well matched, to your red to flank a new What is caught twixt your ring and my clue To a longevity of Time deep plunging ,Star by star in recursive Blue-Red shift To have a universe of cepheids rebuilt To re-have inert space aloft in space-lift Dropping one ray transfluid and spilt Creeping close to this beholder's rift In dozing perception with timid guilts brood! wisdom's catch In a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
